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—_ —t S By E. E. Somerville and Martin Ross —
WAS petty sessions Cay in Skebawn, a cold, gray l sald, with an old-fashioned precision of utterance. ; the ¢olt, he saw no reason why he should not take him “It's a good job for you I didn't,” replied Flurry.
day of February., A case of tr g8 bad draggeda | t'\'our grandfather was a dancing partner of mine when he wanted him: also, that if I didn't want him “as the police are on their way to Shreelane this
fts burden of cross SUMmMONS ‘rogs swear- | in old days at the castle when he was o' handsome | he'd he glad enough to keep him himself; and, finally, | minute to consult you about it. You!" He gave ut-
ing far into the afternoon, and when | the benech ’ voung alde-de-camp there, and | was—you may judge that I wasn't the chap to go back on a !r‘!end. but 1 | terance to dne of his short diabolical fits of laughl»r;
my head was singing from the bellowings of the ai- | for yourself what [ was.” : . was welcome to drive back to Shreelane with Michael | “He's where they'll not find him, anyhow, Ho! He!
torneys, and the smell of their clients was heavy upon She ended with a startling little hoot of laughter, | this minute f 1 liked. It's the funniest hand 1 ever piayed!™

my palate

The street 1 the fact that it was
niarket day i difficulty
¢ourse of carts full of sod people, & stéered an
equally devious one f¢ ! f among the groups an
¢hored round the doors of public houses, 8K
posgesses, among its legion of public houses, on
tabl ment W h ti ind almost Imperce]
bly, proffers tea to ti [ turned in there,
Was ustom on and found the litt
dingy dea known as 4
Occupancy of my I
wWho was drinking '
serious simplicity. It it d
glimpse of that domesticity that 15 Now a

marked feature in his characte;

“You're the very man [ wanted to see,” [ sald, as

1 sat down bheside him th Mlclo overed table,
YA man I know in England, who is not much of &
Judge of chara has asked me y buy him a -
Year-old down here, a rather be stuck
by a friend than a i take over the
Job.”

Flurry poured himself
dropped 1t ¢ luraps of s i

Finally he said 1 i-year

country
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on horse fe

lead with at a
r the premier

I
that I'd bhe seen
T

was dis authority

ince you told me you had

the wir stables that was ever foaled
in the County Cork 1 prot ed; "what's wraong with
her

"Oh, is 1 Mr, Kt with a len-
"n smlle Nt e thy wWeeks om Ime
¥ Swapped her 1 -old lronmonger
colt, and after ed the colt and £19 for
that Bandouy t at your place,
and after that 1 rdon horse for £75
1o old Welply him back a couple
of soversigns luck money You see, | did pretty well
with the 1ill 1fter all’

“Yes, ves—oh rather I a one dizzily
Accepts the propositions of a And you
don’t know of anything else

The room in which we were seiated wasg closely
s ned from shop by a vith a muslin-
« Ined windo it Seve ¢ panes were
hroken, and at voices that had fo
some time car m forced themselves
upon ou

“Begging vo contradicting ¥
ma'am.” said t propri

Donald
(". ;h‘ ¥ gat 1n
senting ireies
ery

st
nh
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“if the yo

it's no £ eclabl
a set picking s { ur £
their proj v ertainly they w

The i eplis m
ble one, wel and 1

“When [ take a bare
don't expect her to dict
Flurry jerked up
8

chir

“It's my he ¥
Mrs, M« much
IfT 1 the
obey me, volce cents
have made y pigsties had she desired me
te do so0.
“Very well, ma'am,” retorted Mrs, McDonald if
that's the way you lreat you
come here agaln wking o
conduct is neither that of
'L you, v e
or “Well, your opinion
for. to tell you the truth, 1 d
a Judge.”
“Didn't 1 tell you she'd score
who was I this time applying
the muslin curtain. ““She's of
fng to his tea. She's a gre
she's a ¥, and she's as sou
old! Did you t old syandryden of hovs |
street awhil v on the box with a red
beard on | t ald mare
that was t Lans b
yalsg are

SAT

mighty n

worth a ) €Yy
1 had ard ld Mrs
1 had 1 4

hearing

1 new
but it had

menage not ye
her.
“Well
“[Il tell you
My grandmoth
day | was one

and deucs
were at

you the pla
has a
wWoods

be donk

1t's

not

sht has £
a lot of
Wi I n Do
it K¢ 0 W
| think ! wi great de-
Jibe I K may
1 could work 1 ir-old t of Trinket he has
out of her ir 1 WOAsION
' ] imot s birthd resent
tha I L po 1 Fluy th a
A\ 1a
it be a i a 1
m Mre. Knox had
me, with o, a s nips I
Auss O S ' 1 irive m here
the follow x M { y ) M ost $
found it mvenls y shoot Aussolag sni
when they o'Clock on thy
Jowing Mond morning saw Flurry, myself and a
groom pa ked o a dog ith portmanteaus, gun
cases and twe ympant red setter vas a long
arive, | ‘ va 1 a y t W
passed throug Ong tracts  of L sture COUNLEY
fraught, for Flu vith memories of 1 hich
e f I fence b ! in ev or
X é yuutyy had gone
CASUTE i wtely
im and t lead-
that eptibly melted
€ 4 ias clustered
iake, but hid the
) of castl
e for you rés-
! ) with the whip
ittle Iding It all in the he
of her fist Well able > s, oo, and al.
ways was, and if it's
only to spite the whole s sald
and done, good
‘It strikes y
her promise about
F admir g he
ceaseless SIrivings of the seat
*1 used to be rathe fi
A pause; "but mi vou and
it she gets any o1
get him: se say nothing i
e tall gates of 15 their
himges as they admil with a clang
h"v #d us, iu the faces of an » and a couple
of voung horseés, who, folled break for the
excitements of outer world ed and galloped

deflaptly on either side of us. Flu admirable cob
hammered on, regardleas of all things save his duty

“He I8 the only one | have that I'd trust myseir
here with,” sald hiz m: o, flickd him approvingl
with the whip: “thers » plenty of people afrald to
come here at all, and when my grandmother goes out

driving she has a boy on the box with a basket full

o7 stones to peg at them, Talk of the dickens, here
she ls herself!”
A short, upright old woman was approaching, pre-

ceded by a white, wi
bark Hke a tin trun
and advanced to mee

ly dog with sore eyes and a
we both got out of the trap
the lady of the manor.

I may summarize altire by saying that she
looked as if she had robhbed a scarecrow: her face was
small and Incongruously refined, the skinny hand that
she extended to me had the grubby tan that bespoke
the professiona’ gardener, and was decorated with a

agnificent diamond ring. On her héad was a mass-
pfve purple veivet bonnet

*1 am very glad to meer you, Major Yeatles,"

Aaer

sha

and 1 was aware that she qulte realized the world's
opinion of her, and was indifferentg to It
Our way to the bogs took up acrogs Mrs, Knox's

home farm, and through a ! e figld, in which seve
eral young horses were azing,
“There, now, that's my ellow,” said Flurry,

pointing to a tine looking ¢olt; “the chestnut with the
diamond He'll run into three
figures before he's done: but we'll not tell that to the
old lady.

white on his forehead,

The famous Aussolas bogs were as full of snipe
as wpsual, and a good deal fuller of water than any
bogs 1 id ever shot before. I was on my day, and
Flurry s not; and as he is ordinarily an infinigely

better snipe shot than 1, I felt at peace with the world

s
I
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She broke off and shook her
and all men as we walked back, wet through, at 5
o'clock,

The sunset had waned, and a big white moon was
making the ecastern tower of ussolas look like a
thing in & fairy tale or a play when we arrived at
the hall door., An individual, whom I recognized #s

the Robinson Crusoe coachman, admitted us to a hall
the Itke of which one not see. The walls
were paneled with dark oak up to the gallery that
ran around three sides of it, the balusters on the wide
staircase we hea arved, and blackened por-
traits of Flurry’'s ancestors on the spindle side stared
sourly down on their descendant as he tramped up-
stairs with the bog mold on hiz hobnailed boots.

We had just changed into dry clothes

loes often

when Rob-

inson (‘rusoe shoved his red beard round the corner
of the door with information that the mistress
1 dinner, My heart sank., It

I said something about

¢ and having to get home

“Sure, the dinner'll be in another half hour™ said
Robinson Crusoe, joining hospitably in the conver-
gation; “and . ing clothes—God bless ye!'

The door d hind him,

“Never min said Flurry. I dare say you'll be
glad enough to eat another dinner by the time you
get home.” He laughed, “Poor Slipper!” he added,
inconsequently, and only laughed again when | asked

exoslanation,

8, Knox received us in the library, where
seated by a roar turf fire, which lighted
room a good deal more effectively than the pair
candles ti stond beside her in tall silver candle~
‘Ks, ss and implacable growis from under
« chair indicated the presence of the woolly dog.
She talked wit founding culture of the books that
ose all ron to the ceiling: her evening dress
was accomplished by means of an additional] white
shawl, rather dirtier than its congeners; as ] took
her in to dinner she quoted Virgil y me, and in the
same hreath screeched an objurgation at a being
vhose matied head rose suddenly into view behind an
jent Chinese scree as [ have seen the head of a
Zulu woman peer over a bush
Dinner was as incongruous ag everyvihing else,
Detestable soup in a splendid old silv tureen that
was nearly as dark in hue as Robinson Crusoe's
thumb: a perfect salmon, perfectly conked, on a

1

such cut glass

at, as Fl

chipped kitchen dish
find

£ is not easy (o
suhbsequently

nowadays: sherry t

remarked, would burn t shell off an egg; and a
bottle of port draped in emorial cobwebs, wan with
age and } iy priceless. Throughout the vicissi-
tudes of the meal Mrs, Knox's conversation fHowed
on u smayed, directed sor nes at me—she had
insta 1 me in the position of wep youth,
and talked to me as if [ wore my own grandfather—
somelimes at Crusoe, with wbeom #he had several

1,

d arguments, and

Somelimes
statement of re ble E

would make a
the subject of

fran

her horse farming affairs to v, who, very much
on best behavior. age ith all «he said and
sked no original remark ¢ned to *hem both
I remembered ith infinite amus it how he had
told me once that “a pet name she had for him was
‘Tony Lumpkin,' and no one but herself knew what
he meant by it.” It seem strange that she mitle

no allusion to Trinket's ¢ or to Flurry's birthday,
but, mindful of my me, 1 held my peace,

Asg, at about 8 ve drove away in the moon-
(! Flurry congratulated me solemnly on my suc-
with grandmother, He was good enouga to

tell me

that she would marry me tomorrow If { asked
wished I would, even j{f it only to
vhat a nice grandson he'd for me. A svim-
giggle behind told that Michael, en
back seat, had heard and relished the jest,
We had left the gates of Aussolag about
mile behind, when, at the corner of a by-road,
palled up. A short, squat figure aroge from the black
shadow of a furze bush and came ot into the moon-
light, swinging its arms like a cabman and cursing
audibiy,

“Oh. murdher oh,

her, and he was

1
see be

pathetic

thi

me

me

half a

murdher, Migsther Flurry!

What kept ve at all? ould perish the crows to be

waliting here the way ! am these two hours” —
“Ah, shut your mouth, Slipper,” 8ajd Flyrry, whe,

to my surprise, had turned back the rug and was
taking off his driving coat. *I couldn’'t help it. Come
on, Yeates, we've got to get out here.”

“What for?" 1
meni.

“It's all right. I'l w"
plied my companion, who was
low Slipper up the by-road, ke the trap on, Mich-
ael, and wait at the River's He svaited for
me to come up with him, and then put Wis hand on
my arm. “You see, Major, this is the way it Is, My
grandmaother's glven me the colt right enough, but if
I waited for her to send him over to me I'd never sea
@ hair of his tail. So I just thought that as we were
over here we might as well take him back with us,
and maybe you'll give us a help with him: he'll not
be allogether too handy for a first go-off.”

I was staggered. Ax infant in arms could searce-
ly have failed to discern the fishiness of the trans-
action, and | begged Mr. Knox not to put himself to
this trouble on my account, as I had no doubt I could
find & horse for my friend elsewhere, Mr Knox as-
sured me that it was no trouble at all; guite ths ven-
trary, and that since his grandmother had given him

asked, in not unnatural bewilder-

you as we go along."” re-
aiready turning to fol-

fist at him, “Upon my conscience, T ony, I'd
thought of it myself!”

Of course 1 yielded in the end, T told Flurry !
should lose my job over the busigess, and he said I
could then marry his grandmothér, and the discus-
slon was abruptly closed by the necessity of following
Slipper over a locked five-barred gate,

Our ploneer took us over about half a mile »f
country, knocking down stone gaps where practicable
and scrambling over tall banks in the deceptive
moonlight. We found ourselves a&t length in a fleid
with a shed in one cormer of it: in & dim group of
farm buildings a [ittle way off a light was shining.

*“Walt here,” said Flurry o me in a whisper: “the
less noige the hetter. It's an open shed, and we'll just
slip in and coax him eut”

Slipper unwound from his waist a halter, and ™y

give a guinea to- have

colleagues glided like spectres inte the shadow of the
shed, leaving me to meditate on my duties as resi-
dent magistrate, and on the questions that would be
asked in the house by our lecal member when Slipper
had given away the adventore 52 hls cups.

In less than a minute three shadows emerged from
the shed where two had gone in, . They had got the
colt,

“He came out as quiet as a calf when he windad
the sugar,” sald Flurry: “it was well for me I filled
my pockets from grandmother's Sugayr basin.”

He and Slipper had a rope from each side on the
colt’s head: they took bhim quickly across ‘a field
toward a gate. The colt stepped daintily between
them over the moonlit grass; he snorted ‘occasionally,

but apveared on the whole amenable.

The trouble began later, and was due, as trouble
often is, to the beguilements of a short eut. Ageinst
the maturer judgment of Slipper, Flurry insisted on
following a route that he assured us he knew ks weil
as his own pocket, and the consequence wag that in
about five minutes I found myself standing on top of a
bank hanging on to a rope, on the other end of which
the colt dangied and danced, while Flurry, with the
other rope, lay prome in the diteh, and Slipper admin-
istered to the colt's hindquarters such
chastisement as could be ventured on.

I have no space lo narrate in detail the atrocious
difficulties and disasters of the short ~ut, MHow the
colt to work to buck, and went away across a
field, dragging the faithful Slipper, literally ventre-a-
after him, while 1 picked myself in ignominy
out of a briar patch, and Flurry cursed himself black
In the face. How we were attacked by feroclous cur
dogs, and 1 lost my eyeglass; and how, a8 we neared

tiver's Cross, Flurry espied the police patrol on

bewildered
}

set

terre,

the
the road, and we all hid behind a rick of turf, while
I realized in fullness an exceptional ass I was

vhat

to have been beguiled into an enterprise that involved
hiding with Slipper from the Royal Irish constabu-
lary.

Let it suffice to say that Trinket's infernal off-

spring was finally handed over on the high road to
Michael and Slipper 1 Flurry drove me home in a
gtate of menta) hysical overthrow.

and

I saw nothing of my friend Mr. Knox for thei
next couple of days, by the end of which time I had
worked up a high polish on my misgivings and had

determined to e that
would I have m ing to say to his grandmother’s
birthday present, It like my usual lyck that,
instead of writing a note to this effect, " thought It
would “be good for my liver to walk across the hills
to Tory ecottage and tell Flurry so in person.

1 him
th

under no circumstances

wWasg

It was bright, blustry morning, -after-u muggy
day. The ling of spring was in the afr, the daffo-

dils were already in bud and crocuses showed purple
in the grass on either side of the avenpe, It was only

@ couple of mliles to Tory cottage hy the wWay across
the Lills. I walked fast, and it was barely 12 o'elock

wheit 1 saw its

pink walls and clumps of evergreens
below me

Ag T looked down at it the chiming of
Fhury's hounds in the kennels came to me on. the
wind. I stood still to en, and could almost bave
sworn that 1 was hearing again the clash 'of Magda-
len bells hard at work on May morning.

) The path that 1 was following led downward
through a large plantation to Flurry's back gate.
Hot wafts from some hideous caldron at the other

gide of a wall apprised me of the vicinity of the ken-
rels and their cuisine, and the fir trees round were
hung with grewsome and unknown joints, | thanked
heaven that I was not a master of hounds, and
passed on g& quickly as might be to the hall door.

I rang two or three times without response: then
the door opened a couple of inches and was instantly
slammed in my face, | heard the burried paddling
of bare feet on oilcloth and a volce: “Hurry, Hria-
gie, hgrr,\. there's gquality at the door!™

Bridgle, holding a dirty cap on with one ‘hand,
présently arrived and informed me that she beligved
Mr. Knox was out about the place. She séemed per-
turhed, and she cast scared glancss Jown the drive
while speaking to me.

I knew enough of Flurry's habits to sNape a tol-
erakiy direct course for his whereabuts,  He was as
I had expected, in the training paddock, p field "he-
hind the stable yard, In which he had put up practice
jumps for his horses. It was a good-sized fleld, with
clumps of furze in it, and Flurry was standing near
one of these with his hands in bhis pockets, singularly
unoccupied. I suppofed that he was prospecting for
a plfu‘é’ to put up another jump.. He did not see me
coming, and turned with a start as | spoke to himi.
T!wz-e- was a queer expresslon of mingled guilt ‘and
wiat T can only. describe as devilment In. his gray
€yes as he greeted me. In my dealings with Rlurry
Krex I have since formed the habit of sitting tigat,
in a general way, when I see that expression.

"Well, who's coming next, I wonder!™ he sald. as
he shook hands with me; “it's not ten minutes since
I hud two of your d—d peelers here. seerching the
whole place for my grandmother's colt!™

“What!” I exelaimed, feeling cold alt down my
back; “do you mean the police have got Acld of it*”

“They haven't got hold of the colt, anywaw," said
Flurry, looking sldeways ai me from under the peik
of his cap, with the glint of the sun in'his eye. “I
got word in time before they came’

SWhat ‘do you mean? T demandeéd; " re 1S,
he? For heaven's sake, don't tell me. you m‘m
brute over to my place!” Al :

|
|
|
|

“Oh, ves, it's devilish funny, I've no doubt,” 1
retorted, beginning to lose my temper, as is the man-
ner of many people when they are frightened; “but
I give you falr warning that if Mrs. Knox asks me
any questions about it, I shall tell her the whoid
story.” 5

“Al right,” responded Flurry; “and when you do,
don't forget to tell her how you flogged the colt out
on the road over her own bounds ditch.,”

“Yery well,” I said, hotly, *“I may as well 80
home and send in my papers. They'll break me over
this"—

soothingly:
It's only
1f you'll

“Ah, hold on, Major,” sald Flurry,
“it'l be all right. No one knows anything.
on spec the old lady sent the bobbies here.
keep quiet it'll all blow over.”

“I don't care,” I said, struggling hopelessly in the
toils; “if 1 meet vour grandmother and she asks me

| about it I shall tell her all I know.”

“Please God, vou'll not meet her! After n_ll. it's
not once in a blue moon that she”— began Flurry.
Even as he said the words his face changed. "Huls'
fly!” he ejaculated: *“isn't that her dog coming into
the field? Look at her bonnet over the wall! Hide,
hide for your life!” He caught me by the shoulder
and shoved me down among the furze bushes before
I realized what had happened,

“Get in there! I'li talk to her” .

I may as well confess that at the mere sight of
Mrs. Knox's purple bonnet my heart had turned to
water. In that moment I knew what it would be like
to tell her how I, having eaten her salmon, and
capped her quotations, and drunk her best port, had
gone forth and helped to steal her horse, I aban-
doned my dignity, my sense of honor; I took the furze
prickles to my breast and wallowed in them,

Mrs. Knox had advanced with vengeful
already she was in high altercation with Flurry at
no great distance from where I lay; varying sounds
of battle reached me, and | gathered that Flurry was
not—to put it mildly—shrinking from that economy
of truth that the situation reauired.

*“Is it that curby, long-backed brute? You prom-
ised him to me long ago, but I wouldn't be bothered
with him!™

The old lady uttered a laugh of shrill derision,
“Is it likely I'd promise you my best colt? And, still
more, ig it likely that vou'd refuse him if I did?”

“*Very well, maé n.” Flurry's voilce was admir-
ably indignant. “Then I suppose I'm-a liar and a
thier.” :

“I'd be more obliged to you for the information if
I hadn't know it before,” responded his grandmother
with lightning speed; *if you swore to me on a stack
of Bibles you knew nothing about my colt I wouldn’t
believe you! 1 shall go straight to Major Yeates and
ask hi\‘-zn!‘.im [ be gentleman, m
spite of the company he

speed;

» him to be a
keeps!™

I withered deeper into the furze bushes, and
thereby dizcovered a sandy rabbit run, along which 1
crawled, with my cap well over my eyes and the

furze needles stabblng me through my stockings. The
ground shelved a little, promising profounder conceal-
ment. but the bushes were very thick and I laid hold
one to help my progress, It lifted

of the bare stem of

out of the ground in my hand, revealing a freshly
cut stump., Something snorted Dot a vard away; 1

glared through the opening and was confronted by
the long, horrified face of Mrs, Knox's colt, mysteri-

ously on a level with my own

Even without the white diamond on his :'ul"l-h(wl\f
1 should have divined the truth, But what In the
name of wonder had persuaded him to couch like a

woodcock in the heart of a furze brake? For a full
minute I lay as still as death for fear of frightening
him. while the voices of Flurry and his grandmother
raged on alarmingly cle me. The colt snorted
and blew Jong breaths throuzh his wide nestrils, but
he did not mov I crawiled an inch or two nearer,
and after a few seconds of cautious peering 1 grasped
the position. They had buried him.

se 10

A small sandpit among the furze had been uU}-
ized as a grave; they had fllled him in up to his
withérs with sand and a few furze bushes, artistically
digposed around the pit, had done the resL. As the
depth of Flurry's guile was revealed laughter came
upon me like a flood. | gurgled and shook apoplec-

gazed at me with serious sur-
yutburst of barking close to my
fresh shock to my tottering

tically, and the cclt
prise, until a sudden
elbhow administered a

nerves. }
Mrs. Knox's woolly dog had tracked me intp the
furze, and wi now baving the colt and me with

mingled terror and indignation, I addressed him in a
whisper with perfidious endearments, advancing a
crafty hand toward him the while, made a snatch for
the back of his neck, mi d it badly and got him by
the ragged ficece of his hindquarters as he tried to
flee. If 1 had flayed him alive he could hardly have
uttered a more deafening series of vells, but, like a
fonl, instead of I dragged him toward

letting him go,
me, and tried to stifle th

noise by holding his muzzle.
The tussle lasted engrossingly for a few seconds, and
then the climax of the nightmare arrived.

Mrs. Knox's voice, close behind me, said: “Let
go niy dog this instant, sir! Who are you'

Her voice faded away and 1 knew that she also
had seen the colt's head,

I positively felt sorry for her. At her age there
was no knowing what effect the shock might have
on her. | scrambled Lo my feet and confronted her.

‘Major Yeates!™ aid she. There was a deathly
pause, Will you ly tell me,” said Mrs, Knox,

slow “am I io Bedlam, or are you? And what

is that?”

She pointed to the colt, and that unfortunate anl-

mal., recoghizing the voice of his mistress, uttered a
hoarse and lamentable whinny. Mrs. Knox feit
around her for support, found only furze prickles,
zgazed speechlessly at me, 1 then, to her eternal

wild cackles of laughter,

So, T may say, did Flurry and I. I embarked on
my explanation and broke down; Flurry followed suit
and broke down, 100o. Overwhelming laughter held us
all three, disinteg very- souls, Mrs, Knox
pulled herself tos

*1 acquit you

honor, fell into

aling our
» first
r Yeates: I acguit you, though
It's clear énough to me

appearances are agal yvou.,
yvou've fallen among s She stopped and glow-

ered at Flurry, He: le bonnet
“1'11 thank you, sir"”

bhefore I leave

W&S OVer ane eye.
1, “to dig out thar horse
And when you've dug him

this

gut vou may keep h I'll be no receiver of stolen
roods!”

She broke off and shook her fist at him, “Upon
my congcience, Tony, U'd give a guinea to have
thought of it myself!”

Copyright, 1902, by McClure, Phillips & Co.
reserved.
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Cured Him of Smoking.
(New York Mail and Express.)

Parker, for so many years proprietor of the famous
Parker house, on Broadway, near Thirty-first street,
may be seen almost every day around the Imperial,
at lunch at the Arena, or somewhere in the vicinity of
his old stampihg grounds.

His many yeéars’ experience ag @ boniface has en-
dowed him with a fund of reminiscences, and the
other day, while in communicative mood, he was
telling a friend how he gave up smoking, It seems
that he had formed the habit of smoking rifteen cigars
a'day and spent most of his time at the cashier's desk
and the cigar case,

One day Governor Morgan, who was a regular
patron, stepped up to the desk to pay his bill, saying
at the same time:

“Mr, Parker, 1 want to give yvou a word of advice,
I am a customer, of yours, and as such, you have m‘
right to stand behind that desk and blow the tobacco
smoke from your cigar in my face”

That advice was given over forty years ago, and
Parker has never smoked from that day,

The Affluent Agriculturist.

(Washington Star.)

“Why do they always portray the farmer as pur-
chasing gold bricks?”

“That's easy explained,” answered My, Carntossel:
“the farmer’s the feller that's got the cash these dayvs:
the other people is hustlin' to get some of it by any
trick they can fix up.”

Hadn't Heard of the Strike.
{Chicago Tribuine) e
St. Louls Man—You have to pay $14 2 ton for coal?
We can get it in our town for $16, L
Kansas City Man—Huh! The people in your town
baven't heard yel that there's been a coal strike,

-———
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WALKER'S STORE.

SEE ADVERTISEMENT ON PAGE 32.

All Kinds of Pretty Jewelry
Pieces at Clean-Up Prices.

Hundreds—looks though there
might be thousands—of brooches, stick
pins, belt pins, pin set cuff buttons, hat
pins, baby pin sets, and a whole lot of
others. in all the settings and shapes
ever known are gathered together for
this clearance.

At 8e¢. Stick pins, brooches, belt pins
that formerly sold at 15 to 25¢ each.

At 16¢. Brooches, belt pins, hat pins,
stick pins, pin set ¢nff buftons that
were 25 and 35¢ each.

At 19¢. Belt Buckles in gold, French
gray silver, oxidized silver and black,
that were 25 to 40¢ each.

At 27¢. Brooches, belt pins, stick pins,
baby pin sets, cuff buttons, Egyptian
watch fobs that were 33 to 50¢ each.

At 9¢, Hat Pins of every style, sold at
15¢ each.
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Found in Stationery Store.

Some Hurlbut writing paper, the
Roxboro—satin, antique and bond fin-
ish, ruled or plain, Dresden and Saxon
blue, white and lotus shade. Monday,
Tuesday, Wednesday reduced from 2
a box to—19¢.

Florida Water an& a few other toilet

as

waters, three-ounce bottles reduced
from 25¢ to—15c.

Craddock’s medicated Blue soap,
three days 19¢ a box instead of 30c.

Pyralin dressing combs, 20c¢ kind for
—12¢.

Rubber fine combs, three
duced from 5S¢ each to 3 for 5e.

Colgate Violet Talcum powder —a su-
perior article, delightfully fragrant and
well liked. Put up in tin boxes and sold
always at 25¢.  Monday,
Wednesday—15¢.

Colgate Antiseptic Dental powder re
duced from 25¢ a bottle to—15¢.
4444444444444 444404444444

Belts, Pockef Books,

Ooze leather belts, tan and
shades only, that were formerly |
Monday and until all are gone, cholce

)
P

days re-

Puesdav,

gray

Genuine seal leather pocket bhoaoks,
black ounly, a little lot; last Mondag,
Tuesday, Wednesday, possibly: reduesd
from $1.50 each to—98¢. The $1 kinds
to—69¢.

PPPPP PP PP 0244940490099 0%944
In Notion Store,

Diamond ball and socket fasteners,
silver and black. Monday, Tuesday,
Wednesday, reduced from 10c¢ a dozen
to—>oe.

Black pins, with bright eolor heads,
one dozen on card. Nold at 5¢ a card.
Three days, 3 cards—ie.

Feather stitched braids,
colors, G-vard pieces,

white and
Mdanday, and un-
til a little lot goes, instead of 10¢ each
e,

(‘nbe pin, 100 count, jet and assorted
colors, were 10¢ each, now—ibe,
PP L2422 7424424490422+ 299%99+

White House Cook Bock; Pictures

The White House Cook Book has long
since been conceded one of the best of
its kind published; reliable for its re-
and the most complete reference
book the housewife can have., A few
here, in oil eloth binding, always sold
at £1.25. but becaunse of fewness, Mon-
day and week—N8ie,

Medallion pictures on
suitable

cipes,

wood
for

mount-
i1, Easter
among them; originally 60¢ aud 65¢, not
many. Menday, and while they last—
42¢.

PP 2400242445202 048030499%9%
. Boys’ 35¢ Waists—25e¢.

Rhirt waists and Made of
pereale—red, blue, gray, in figure and
strip patterns; also some plain colors.
Mother Friend bands on all waisis,
pocket in front, pearl buttons, attached
collars; sizes 4 to 12 vears. Instead of

I3¢—-20¢,

subjects

blouses,

4423444432545 9444944494944 4
Boys’ 75¢ and $I Shirts—39c.

Only a little bunch—a miscellaneous
gathering of several different lines; per-
cales and madras, light and dark ecol-
ors, soft and stiff bosom shirts, in sizes
13, 1315 and 14 only. ' Formerly To¢ and
$1. Clearance price—3%c.

A Mountaineer’'s Witticism.

(New York Mail and Express,)

Two clergymen took possession of the Amen corner
at the Fifth Avenus hote] during the absence of the
politicians at Albany and fell to relating anecdotes of
the cloth.

“Bishop Coleman of Delaware has some odd ex-
periences in the course of hig annual outings,” said
one. "“Youn know every summer he dong old clothes
and tramps through the mountains of West Virginia.

“One day last summer, covered with dust and
appearing like . a veneranle tramp, the bishop entered
an inn where several mountaineers were drawn up
at the bar,

“*Come, join us,’ called out one of the men, hos.
pitably.

*““‘No. thank you,” said the bishop, courteously,
“Phe fact is I do not drink.’

“Do you eat hay? retorted the West Virginian,
nettled at the bishop's refusal,

NG, was the biand reply,

“4Then I say.” drawied the mountalnecr, looking to
the others to see the effect of his witticism; “theg 1
say that you're not fit company for man or beast,”*



